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out its harsh warning, the sight of a great mass of
khaki-clad soldiers crowding round the gangway shook
the glamour of the scene and brought queer memories
of past generations.
Soldiers of all times, of the same nationality and on
the same quest. Soldiers in the queer bulky armour
of the early Middle Ages, soldiers in the gay colours of
the Elizabethans, soldiers in Cromwell's drabs, soldiers
in the stiff reds of the last century, and now soldiers
in khaki. Soldiers with bows and arrows, soldiers with
spears, soldiers with swords and muskets and all
manner of old-fashioned weapons, soldiers with quaint
and unwieldy cannon, and soldiers with rifles and
revolvers and machine-guns. Soon there would be
soldiers with tanks and aeroplanes. An endless pro-
cession of soldiers, with every kind of weapon, always
on the same errand, always going, as they are going
now, to conquer and hold down Ireland.
And Ireland the Unconquerable suffering them help-
lessly, watching them land in their thousands, with
that same old self-conscious gesture of hers, half-
passionate, half-cynical, partly tragic and wholly con-
temptuous. Like the human soul smiling through an
agony of weakness at the secret of her enigmatic
strength.
It was easy to pass unnoticed through the rather
sheepish crowd on the pier, who were doing their best
to look Prussian and efficient. The soldiers were not
at all aggressive. It was hard to believe they were
engaged in crushing a Rebellion and holding down an
oppressed nation. By the most vivid stretch of. the
imagination, you could not credit them with any
sinister designs.
Dull and lethargic they seemed for the most part,
sometimes they were quite amiably frivolous. One
wondered if Cromwell's soldiers were like that.